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BALCONY  SCENE 


DEATH  OF  A HUNTER 

The  advance  of  winter 
T urns  me  cold. 

And  like  a hungnj  wolf 
I protvl  your  garden 
While  the  echoes  whisper, 
“Death!” 

No  little  thing,  • 

No  bird,  no  squirrel. 

Shall  go  without  my  seeing; 

But  1 seek  bigger  game. 

Notv  you  cannot 
Pacify 

By  tossing  me  a chicken. 

I shall  sink  my  teeth 
Into  your  throat 
And  drink  your  life 
With  happy  gulps. 

And  done  with  you. 

Shall  laugh,  recalling. 

How  I once  feared 
Your  shouts. 

Your  gun. 

— laura  morton 


Harlequin, 

The  moon  is  cold. 

Your  tune  is  brittle. 

Warped  and  old. 

Why  must  you  play 
Your  mandolin 
When  no  one  listens. 
Harlequin? 

Can  you  not  sing 
A sadder  song? 

You  have  sung  joy 
Far  too  long. 

Oh,  Harlequin, 

Leave  me  alone. 

Or  teach  your  strings 
T o wail  and  moan. 

I cannot  bear 
Your  lilting  voice. 

Go  somewhere  else 
To  chant  rejoice. 

—laura  morton 


FIRST  DANCE 
Dance  the  mad  pipers  jig— 

Rise  you  fools,  rise  and  prance  in  strange  patterns— 
Move  your  hips  in  time  to  the  mad  music— 

Lift  your  feet  high,  walk  the  violin  wire  down  into  the 
blackness- 

clap  your  hands  over  the  gay  ditty— 

Send  up  the  noise,  hear  it  in  the  rafters— 

Sing  the  song,  clap  the  claps— 

Contemplate  your  emptying  bottles- 

Do  these  things,  to  the  mad  pipers  jig— 

You  are  the  children,  the  green  people— 

So  move  your  hips  in  unison  notv,  and  fall— 

Fall  sjtent  into  your  chairs— 


—by  John  horner 
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gung-ho  issue  . . . let’s  go  colle- 
giate with  the  Old  Line’s  “per- 
fect coed  and  college  man”  . . . 
and  we’ve  also  gone  gung-ho 
sports  with  a basketball  feature 
and  a football  player  and  cheer- 
leader, who  picked  this  month’s 
jokes  . . . jack  gable  has  written 
a satire  on  the  botany  depart- 
ment and  micky  ellis  tells  of  her 
humorous  experiences  in  french 
class  . . . more  on  the  collegiate 
side  with  the  “growing  up”  of  a 
frosh  to  a senior  . . . our  serious 
story  this  month  is  a spine-tingler 
by  al  shepherd  . . . and  as  for  the 
girl  of  the  month  . . . icell,  who 
wouldn’t  go  gung-ho??? 
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by  Stan  hames 

Here’s  a story  that  neither  the  Cam- 
pus Cops  nor  the  F.B.I.  could  pick  up; 
however,  it  was  easily  obtained  over  a 
booth  at  the  Town  Hall:  About  a 
dozen  hoys  crept  into  the  Student 
Union  last  spring  and  hid  themselves 
until  everyone  had  left  and  the  doors 
were  locked.  After  the  passing  of  the 
night  watchman,  they  handed  the  Ter- 
rapin, (Republic  Aviation’s  recentlv- 
developed,  high-altitude  rocket), 
through  a window.  Discovering  that 
they  couldn’t  fire  the  thing  over  the 
campus,  displaying  an  “I’m  from  Mil- 
waukee and  I ought  to  know  ...” 
sign,  they  decided  to  hide  it  on  the 
roof  of  the  Activities  building.  Being 
familiar  with  the  re-entry  problem  of 
the  building,  they  carried  it  to  the  roof 
in  sections  and  camouflaged  it  with 
leaves.  Ceary  was  highly  disturbed,  as 
was  the  American  Rocket  Societv. 

Several  small  secret  societies  have 
sprung  up  in  the  past  year,  and,  ac- 
cording to  the  grape  vine,  we  haven’t 
seen  the  last  of  them.  Tau  Haw  Rho 
was  formed  bv  five  men  as  a drinking 
societv.  They  had  secret  meetings  and 
refjuired  that  all  potential  members  be 
21  or  over.  They  had  some  excellent 
parties,  but  are  disbanded  now. 
Another  similiar  organization  existed 
but  was  discovered  and  squashed. 

We  have  learned  through  channels 
that  the  4 T’s  is  not  dead.  It  has  been 
predicted  that  this  naughty  little  paper 
might  re-appear.  At  anv  rate,  the  tape 
recordings  taken  at  last  year’s  hear- 
ings have  been  carefullv  preserved. 

J.  C.  McIntosh  is  a controversial 


figure  these  days.  He  used  to  be  a 
paratrooper.  Somebodv  said  they 
thought  maybe  he  forgot  his  ’chute  on 
several  occasions  and  landed  on  his 
head.  He  is  interested  in  starting  a new 
political  partv,  the  A.  R.  Party. 

Who  was  the  girl  who  got  a broken 
toe  at  Jerry  Raffel’s  and  Wayne  Ken- 
nedy’s pad  recently  when  she  kicked 
Jerrv  over  a slight  argument? 

More  and  more  people  are  becom- 
ing increasinglv  concerned  and  alarmed 
about  this  drinking  situation,  especiallv 
as  to  how  it  has  affected  the  fraternitv 
system.  Here  is,  in  short,  the  text  of  an 
interview  with  a student  here  at  the 
Universitv.  He  is  an  astute  thinker,  a 
leader,  and  mav  have  an  answer  to  the 
problem : 

First  of  all,  let’s  level  with  ourselves; 
the  apathy  problem  hardlv  existed  last 
fall.  As  a matter  of  fact,  the  apathy 
problem  has  not  and  did  not  exist  until 
now.  What  is  the  reason?  The  reason 
is  that  fraternities  are  declining.  Right 
now  there  is  a move  afoot  to  reduce 
the  rush  period.  Compare  Marvland 
with  other  universities.  Penn  State  has 
an  enrollment  of  14,000  and  they  boast 
54  fraternities.  There  is  no  drinking 
problem  there.  Evervone  drinks;  how- 
ever the  students  and  administration 
understand  each  other.  No  one  under 
21  is  allowed  to  drink.  Also,  fraterni- 
ties have  agreed  not  to  seive  freshmen 
hard  liquor.  Their  deferred  rushing 
system  is  a modern  and  intellegent 
approach  to  the  membership  problem. 
The  Universitv  of  Virginia  has  24  fra- 
ternities and  about  4,000  students.  At 
Princeton,  Harvard  and  Cornell  everv- 
one is  treated  like  an  adult.  The  high- 
est of  the  higher  institutions  leave  the 
drinking  problem  to  the  individual. 
This  is  because  thev  have  proved 


themselves.  We  must  prove  ourselves. 

Maryland’s  I.F.C.  is  a farce.  They 
fight  and  dicker  about  what  is  wrong 
with  fraternities  and  fail  to  realize  that 
their  policy  of  “hands  off”  to  the  drink- 
ing ban  will  not  defeat  it,  but  will  en- 
courage further  apathy.  The  I.F.C. 
should  stop  being  24  separate  special- 
interest  cliques  and  become  one  pow- 
erful, united  organization.  The  onlv 
wav  to  strengthen  ourselves  is  to 
strengthen  the  overall  system. 

The  next  question  is,  “Will  the  Ad- 
ministration repeal  the  ban?”  No.  This 
is  impossible,  but  surely  the  Adminis- 
tration must  realize  that  drinking  has 
moved  off  the  campus.  A stroll  behind 
fraternitv  row  will  attest  to  this.  The 
houses  are  dark;  the  cars  ai'e  gone.  The 
parties  have  gone  underground,  and 
so  has  the  school  spirit  and  the  leadei'- 
ship  offered  by  the  fraternities. 

Dr.  Anastos  has  proposed  a solution. 
Before  the  Administration  can  start 
treating  us  like  adults,  we  must  prove 
ourselves.  We  must  again  head  the 
campus  activities;  we  must  turn  out 
100%  for  the  blood  drives;  we  must 
sponsor  more  orphan  parties,  rallies, 
clean-up  campaigns,  excell  in  scholar- 
ship; in  short,  we  must  prove  we  are 
necessarv  to  the  existence  of  this  cam- 
pus. But  right  now  we  need  help  from 
the  Administration.  Some  houses  face 
vacancies  this  Spring  semester  with  no 
prospect  of  filling  them,  since  the  boys 
are  not  allowed  to  move  down  from 
the  dorms.  The  increased  financial 
burden  placed  on  the  fraternities  by 
having  an  incomplete  house  may  even- 
tuallv  wipe  each  one  out  in  turn.  This 
and  manv  other  reasons  are  whv  we 
need  help  from  the  Universitv.  We  are 
dving  now.  If  we  don’t  get  organized, 
we’re  doomed. 
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“Why  don’t  you  smile?”  the  teacher  asked  young  Jolm. 

“I  didn’t  have  no  breakfast,”  Johnny  replied. 

“You  poor  dear,”  said  the  teacher.  “But  to  return  to  our 
geography  lesson,  Johnny:  Where  is  the  Polish  border?” 

“In  bed  with  Mama— that’s  why  I didn’t  have  no 
breakfast.” 

College— a fountain  of  knowledge  where  all  go  to  drink. 

O O O 

Wooer  (in  deep  anguish):  “If  you  don’t  marry  me.  I’ll 
blow  mv  brains  out.” 

Wooed:  “That  would  be  a joke  on  father.  He  doesn’t 
think  vou  have  any.” 

O O O 

A fellow  driving  his  car  with  the  top  down  was  wearing 
a bright  red  shirt,  a polka-dot  tie,  a shepherd’s  plaid  suit, 
and  lavender  beret.  A motorcvcle  cop  stopped  him  and 
made  him  pull  over  to  the  side  of  the  road. 

“What’s  wrong,  officer?”  asked  the  lad.  “I  haven’t  violated 
anv  traffic  laws.” 

Said  the  eop:  “No,  I just  wanted  to  hear  you  talk.” 

o o o 

The  Phi  Pi  greeted  her  date  with,  “Notice  anvthing 
different  about  me?” 

“New  dress?” 

“Nope.” 

“New  shoes?” 

“Nope.” 

“I  give  up.” 

“I’m  wearing  a gas  mask.” 


A young  lady  went  into  a drug  store,  “Have  vou  anv 
Lifebuoy?”  she  asked. 

“Set  the  pace,  lady,”  said  the  young  drug  clerk,  “set  the 
pace.” 

o o o 

The  one  time  a man  finds  it  easy  to  keep  his  eves  off 
women  is  when  he’s  sitting  on  a crowded  bus. 


The  scene  is  a train  compartment  in  Romania.  The  char- 
acters: A Russian  officer,  a Rumanian,  an  old  lady,  and  an 
attractive  girl. 

The  train  enters  a tunnel.  The  passengers  hear  first  a kiss, 
then  a vigorous  slap. 

The  old  lady  thinks:  “What  a good  girl  she  is,  such  good 
manners,  such  fine  moral  character!” 

The  girl  thinks:  “Isn’t  it  odd  that  the  Russian  tried  to 
kiss  the  old  ladv  and  not  me.” 

The  Russian  thinks:  “That  Rumanian  is  a smart  fellow. 
He  steals  a kiss  and  I get  slapped!” 

The  Rumanian  thinks:  “Am  I a smart  fellow!  I kiss  the 
back  of  my  hand,  hit  a Russian  officer,  and  get  awav  with 
it.” 

o o o 


“Is  mv  face  dirtv  or  is  it  mv  imagination?” 

“Your  face  is  clean;  I don’t  know  about  your  imagination.” 

o o o 


W’e’ve  just  heard  about  the  t\\'o  maggots  w'ho  w’ere  neck- 
ing in  dead  Ernest. 


Cheerleader  Captain,  Judy  Eberts,  and  football  player. 
Gene  Alderton,  are  this  month’s  joke  editors. 
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Hollywood  Hearsay 

a satire  by  dick  wilson 


Lou  Costello  is  going  to  surprise 
HollvAvood  in  his  new  role  as  a dra- 
matic actor.  He  is  now  doing  a remake 
of  the  1937  epic,  “Elephant  Boy.”  In 
this  thriller,  Lou  goes  on  a safari  in 
Africa  in  an  attempt  to  recover  a miss- 
ing gem  from  co-star  Kate  Smith’s 
navel. 

Watch  for:  “Hot  Rod  Girl,”  Audrey 
Hepburn’s  new  one.  It’s  based  on  the 
classic  “Little  Women.” 

o o o 

SCENE  AND  HERD:  The  annual  Press 
Photographer’s  Ball,  held  in  the  Los 
Angeles  Coliseum  last  week,  was  a 
whopping  success.  The  1(),()0()  guests 
spent  most  of  the  evening  milling 
around,  nibbling  on  asparagus  stalks 
and  discus.sing  Milton.  The  high  point 
of  the  evening  came  when  master  of 
ceremonies.  Fats  Geronimo,  led  the 
mob  in  a communitv  sing  rendition  of 
the  old  favorite  “Roll  Me  Over  In  The 
Clover.” 

« O O 

NEW  MOVIE  RELEASES:  Hollywood  is 
reallv  proving  that  ‘movies  are  better 


than  ever’  these  davs.  Here  are  some 
of  the  best  new  releases  with  capsule 
summaries: 

“Mortv”— A 30  vear  old  butcher  is 
urged  by  his  mother  to  get  married 
so  he  rides  his  tricvcle  into  the  path 
of  a beer  truck  and  is  obliterated. 
“Savonara”— Elvis  Presley  portravs  a 
Japanese  shoeshine  bo\'  who  falls  in 
love  with  U.  S.  Army  nurse  Sophie 
Tucker. 

“The  Fastest  Goon  Alive”— An  elderly 
matron  is  hired  to  gun  down  a cattle 
baron  but  fails  in  the  task  when  she 
falls  in  love  with  him.  Detennined 
to  meet  her  end  of  the  bargain,  she 
marries  him  and  nags  him  to  death. 
“Oedipus”— When  he  fails  to  answer 
the  riddle  of  the  sphinx,  Oedipus 
gets  a dean’s  slip  and  this  bugs  him 
so  much  that  he  kills  his  mother  and 
has  eves  for  his  old  man. 

“And  God  Created  Broads”— (But  the 
devil  raised  Elsa  Maxwell).  The  in- 
ternational socialite  finally  breaks 
into  movies  in  this  sex  vehicle 
written  especially  for  her  by  Meyer 
M'ong,  author  of  the  scorching  best 
sellers,  Harhrace  Handhook  and  In- 


troduction to  Public  Speaking. 

“Pal  Joey”— This  musical  is  based  on 
the  time-honored  theme  of  the  girl 
who  captures  the  most  eligible  male 
in  town  onlv  to  discover  that  he  lost 
it  in  the  war.  The  music  here  is  fine, 
some  of  the  tunes  are  “I’ll  Be  Seiz- 
ing You,”  “Apples,  Peaches,  and 
Chippies,”  and  “Home  on  the 
Strange.” 

“Will  Success  Spoil  Jesse  X.  Brown?”— 
This  is  another  spectacular  musical 
based  on  the  Harper’s  Ferrv,  West 
\’irginia  telephone  directory.  The 
plot  revolves  around  a college  boy’s 
infatuation  for  a local  madam  and 
his  subsequent  downfall.  Musical 
score  is  prett\’  good  featuring  such 
oldies  as  “Crime  On  My  Hands,” 
“Thou  Smell,”  and  “Mv'  Wild  Irish 
Nose.” 

“Les  Broads”— Based  on  Polly  Adler’s 
“A  House  Is  Not  A Home,”  this  one 
doesn’t  make  it.  The  spectacular 
“Scarlet  Sisters  Ballet”  is  the  high 
point. 

o o e 

Hollvwood  marriages  are  really  go- 
( continued  on  page  24) 
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‘Never  again  will  I date  a DKE!' 


‘But  i/ou  promised  me  your  pin!’ 


I thought  you  icere  going  to  grade  on  the  curve!” 


As  President  of  the  SGA 
I hereby  ...” 


“I’m  from  Alpha  chapter— why  didn’t  my  daughter  get  a hid?” 


“But,  officer,  it’s  only  my  5th  ticket!” 
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THE  LEAVE 

a short  story 
by  al  shepherd 


IS  z? 


LEAF,  withered  and  scorched,  fell 
from  the  tree.  This  event  was  not 
unique;  it  was  not  the  last  leaf;  there 
were  more  of  them  still  clinging. 
Standing  alone  on  the  plain,  the  tree 
seemed  arrogant,  braving  nature’s  ele- 
ments; unyielding  to  its  most  severe 
aspects.  A gentle  gust  of  wind  caught 
this  newlv  separated  leaf  and  carried 
it  over  the  rolling  mounds  and  valleys 
of  snow,  ft  bounced  and  sailed,  and 
finally  caught  in  a canyon  like  track. 

The  wintery  moon  awakened  the 
whole  valley.  Its  tranquil  beams  made 
the  snow  flakes  sparkle  and  seem  to 
dance.  This  scene  was  of  no  concern 
to  George.  His  immediate  problem 
was  of  a far  greater  consecjuence.  In 
trying  to  reach  a solution  for  the  in- 
creasinglv  grave  matter,  about  which 
there  was  nothing  that  he  could  do,  he 
assured  himself,  “Ought  to  be  a car 
coming  any  minute  now.  Nothing  for 
me  to  do  but  sit  tight  and  wait.”  That 
reasoning  had  gone  through  his  mind 
for  almost  three  hours;  and  his  answer, 
although  he  could  not  and  would  not 


admit  it,  had  become  a kind  of  bad 
joke. 

“This  is  a well-traveled  road;  surelv 
at  least  one  car  will  come.  I know  that 
trucks  don’t  stop,  no  matter  how  bad 
the  weather  gets.  Whv  it’s  clear  as  a 
bell  out  there.  One  can  see  for  miles.” 

The  storm  had  passed  George  hours 
before  and  was  then  centered  around 
Tulsa.  Unknown  to  him,  a new  bliz- 
zard had  developed  to  the  west.  Traffic 
was  temporarily  halted  in  both  direc- 
tions. 

It  was  soon  colder.  The  moon  had 
risen  to  the  center  of  the  sky.  The 
scene  below  was  one  of  beautv.  The 
presence  of  snow  might  have  destroyed 
all  sense  of  size  and  distance  in  this 
picture,  but  the  small  black  object  at 
its  center  betrayed  its  vast  circum- 
ference. 

The  wind  blew  violently  at  the  car, 
setting  it  in  a rocking  motion.  George 
drew  a deep  breath  and  trembled. 
“Getting  colder  out  there.” 

He  thought  of  how  his  predicament 
had  come  about,  and  was  about  to 


laugh  when  a tight  feeling  came  to 
his  throat.  “Of  all  the  stupid  tricks. 
Next  time  how  ’bout  keeping  one  eve 
on  the  gas  gauge.  As  a matter-fact  next 
time  . . . . ” He  paused,  “Next  time.” 
He  reached  inside  his  coat  and  pulled 
out  a cigarette.  “Ah,  that’s  better. 
These  things  actuallv  do  warm  vou.” 
Exhaling  white  clouds,  he  thought,  “I 
hope  Kerwin  knows  what  to  do  at  the 
meeting.  Whv  is  it  that  whenever  I’m 
not  around  nobodv  knows  what  to  do? 
Whv  couldn’t  I have  taken  the  train?” 
A cold  chill  brought  his  mind  back 
from  its  momentary  distraetion. 
“Should  be  a truck  or  something  along 
anv  minute  now— I know  they’re  sup- 
posed to  keep  a schedule.  I wouldn’t 
allow  this  sort  of  inefficiency  if  thev 
worked  for  me.  Rotten  management 
for  vou— one  little  snow  storm  and  the 
whole  operation  goes  to  hell.”  To 
George,  who  was  not  usually  kept 
waiting,  minutes  seemed  like  hours. 

BLANKET  of  SHOW  ofteii  seems  to  stop 
time.  Human  activities  are  briefly 
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halted,  and  all  eves  beliold  tlie  mag- 
nificent sight.  Snow  is  a beautiful 
capturer. 

“Four  hours!  No  cars,  no  trucks,  no 
nothing.  It  must  be  ten  below  out 
there.”  Looking  down  at  the  door 
handle  he  thought,  “Got  to  do  some- 
thing—no,  sit  still.  Whv  can’t  I stop 
this  confounded  shaking.”  A transpar- 
ent sheet  of  ice  began  to  form  on  the 
inside  of  the  windows.  “Can’t  have 
that,  pretty  soon  won’t  be  able  to  see 
cars  coming.  What  cars?”  George  be- 
gan peeling  the  frost  off  of  the  win- 
dows. When  he  was  through,  he 
glanced  at  his  hands.  His  face  pained 
him;  his  lips  trembled.  A second  enemv 
was  beginning  to  take  hold.  George 
was  becoming  desperate.  “Circulation. 
Circulation  produces  warmth.”  He  be- 
gan rubbing  his  palms  together.  When 
that  effort  failed,  he  folded  his  arms 
and  rubbed  vigorously  at  his  sides. 


The  car  shook  and  rocked  as  his  feet 
pounded  the  floor.  His  breathing 
grew  fierce,  and  suddenlv  he  (|uit  trv- 
ing.  He  sank  back  into  the  seat,  ex- 
hausted, gasping  for  air.  When  he  had 
recovered,  the  chill  took  hold  of  him 
again.  “Maybe  if  I could  curl  up— 
there’s  an  idea.”  Curling  himself  into 
a tight  ball,  he  burrowed  as  far  down 
in  the  seat  as  possible.  He  was,  despite 
the  shivering  that  startled  him  inter- 
mittently, becoming  drowsv.  His  re- 
cent exertion  had  tired  him.  “No!  I’ll 
fall  asleep.  Can’t  fall  asleep.  Get  up. 
Can’t  miss  the  cars  when  thev  come. 
God  knows,  thev  should  be  here  anv 
minute  now.” 

In  Stillwater,  John  Kerwin  was 
bnsilv  relating  the  events  of  the  eve- 
ning to  his  wife.  He  was  happv,  and 
she  was  verv  proud  of  him.  Single- 
handed,  he  had  overcome  the  protests 
of  the  union,  and  had  brought  about  a 
settlement.  He  remarked,  “Old  Hen- 
derson sure  will  be  surprised.  He  thinks 
nobody  can  handle  them  but  him.” 
She  said,  “I’d  like  to  see  the  look  on 
his  face  when  he  finds  out.  Where  was 
he  anvwav?” 

“He  probablv  decided  to  stav  over 
at  Tulsa,  the  weather  being  like  it  is.” 
Nothing  more  was  said.  It  was  late  and 
the  next  dav  promised  to  be  a verv 
busv  one. 

George  was  having  similar  thoughts. 
“Why  did  this  have  to  happen  now, 
especiallv  with  the  strike  going  on.  I’m 
important.  Hundreds  depend  on  me. 


Why  now!”  The  coldness  seized  him 
again.  He  tried  to  organize  his  thoughts 
logically  but  the  fear  confused  him. 
“Warmth,  fire,  burn  . . . burn  some- 
thing. No  danger  of  explosion.”  Reach- 
ing into  the  back  seat,  he  grabbed  his 
brief  case.  “Some  of  this  stuff  is  no 
good  anv  more.  If  I could  just  warm 
mv  hands  a little.  I’d  feel  better.” 
Carefullv  sorting  the  documents,  he 
found  a few  that  could  be  spared.  W’ith 
a great  effort,  he  separated  them  from 
the  rest  and  crumpled  them  on  the 
floor.  His  fingers  were  numb,  but  the 
little  blaze  began  to  thaw  them.  Then, 
as  (juickly  as  it  had  begun,  the  flame 
expired.  One  bv  one  the  papers  re- 
maining were  sacrificed  in  order  of 
least  importance.  Almost  overcome  bv 
grief,  he  crumpled  the  last  few  of 
them,  and  thev  were  lost.  The  car  had 
filled  with  smoke  without  his  realizing 
it.  He  coughed  wildly. 


“Calm  down  and  think  of  some- 
thing.” His  mind  probed  desperatelv 
for  an  answer.  “Tbere  must  be  some 
houses  around  here.  I’ve  driven  this 
way  before.  I know  there  are  some 
barns.”  Moving  his  hand  from  his 
pocket,  he  grasped  the  door  handle. 
His  grip  relaxed.  “What  if  there  aren’t 
any— what  then?” 

“You  didn’t  get  to  the  top  bv  being 
conseiwative.”  His  hand  twisted  the 
handle  and  the  door  opened.  He  sat 
there  a moment,  and  then,  like  a 
runner  at  the  sound  of  the  gun,  leaped 
out  into  the  snow.  The  move  was 
made.  The  snow  was  deep,  and  he  felt 
it  seep  in  over  the  tops  of  his  shoes. 
“Didn’t  notice  anvthing  back  there, 
maybe  there’s  something  up  ahead.” 
Resolved  as  to  a course  of  action, 
George  set  out. 

The  wind  made  a hiushing  sound  as 
it  swept  the  plain.  It  tore  at  his  ears 
until  there  was  no  sound  at  all. 

“Keep  awake.”  At  first  George 
counted  the  telephone  poles,  but  was 


soon  di.scouraged  as  he  Irecjuently  lost 
count.  With  a great  deal  of  determina- 
tion, he  plowed  onward.  He  was  (piite 
composed  and  only  occasionallv  did 
his  courage  falter.  The  frigid  wind 
glazed  his  eyes.  W'hen  it  stopped,  he 
would  stop  and  orient  himself.  'I'here 
were  still  no  signs  of  life.  Soon  his 
movements  became  sluggish.  His  feet 
were  frozen,  and  they  behaved  like  un- 
controllable weights. 

Suddenly,  as  if  the  dream  had 
ended,  George  found  himself  King 
face  down  in  the  snow.  That  frightened 
him.  He  knew  what  it  meant.  Picking 
himself  up,  he  stepped  off  at  a fast 
cadence,  more  determined  than  ever. 
“I’ve  been  walking  for  hours  and  still 
nothing.”  He  stopped  and  turned 
slowly  about,  scanning  the  horizon. 
“Nothing.”  He  was  about  to  start  when 
. . . “Wait,  what’s  that?”  The  wind 
stopped  and  he  looked  again.  “There’s 
something  there,  a barn,  or  mavbe  a 
house.”  Half  tripping,  half  running,  he 
went  in  pursuit.  It  began  to  take  a 
definite  form.  “A  barn,”  he  shouted, 
“Thank  God  for  a barn!”  He  fell  for- 
ward, a man  on  stilts  trving  to  main- 
tain balance.  Straining  his  eves,  he 
saw  it  more  clearly.  “A  barn,  a nice, 
big,  beautiful,  warm  barn.  Almost 
there,  just  a few  more  feet.”  He  slid 
the  last  few  feet  and  crashed  into  the 
structure  with  arms  outstretched.  He 
embraced  it.  “Door,  where  is  the  con- 
founded door?  Ah!”  Straining  with 
everything  he  had,  he  fought  the  door. 
It  was  frozen  .shut.  M’ith  one  last  great 
effort  he  pulled.  The  hinges  gave  and 
the  door  tumbled  forward,  knocking 
him  to  the  ground.  The  blow  shocked 
him  to  his  senses.  “Galm  down!  Get  a 
hold  of  yourself!”  He  turned  over  onto 
his  stomach  and  wrestled  loose  from 
the  planks.  He  kneeled  there,  brushin<r 
the  snow  out  of  his  hair.  Getting  to  his 
feet  he  leaned  against  the  doorwav. 
“Rurnt  out!”  In  his  frenzv  he  hadn’t 
noticed.  The  roof  and  one  wall  la\-  in 
a charred  pile.  A few  blackened  sticks 
rose  verticalK-  like  abused  grave  mark- 
ers. “M’hat  damned  rotten  luck.”  He 
forced  back  the  tears.  “W’ell,  don’t 
stand  there  feeling  sorr\’  for  \ourself; 
think!  It’s  burned  before;  whv  not 
again?”  Seizing  the  loose  boards,  he 
carried  them  to  a sheltered  corner  of 
the  building.  He  stacked  them  in  a 
neat,  orderlv  pile  and  reached  for  his 
matches.  “Stop!  Use  vour  head;  it  will 
never  start  this  wav.  Got  to  have  small 
(continued  on  page  20) 
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PERFECT 
COLLEGE  MAN 


Blond  Crew  Cut 


Tanned 


Bine  Eyes 


Medium  Build 


Broad  Shoulders 


Crew-neck  Sweater  and 
Ivy  League  Slacks 


Over  6-feet  Tall 


Loafers 


The  Old  Line  has  taken  a poll  of  the  coeds’  idea  of  the 
perfect  man  and  the  college  men’s  idea  of  the  perfect  coed. 
Here  are  the  residts: 


AND  COED 


Long  Blond  Hair 


Tanned 


Blue  E>  ^es 


Medium  build 


Small  Waist 


Blouse  and  Skirt 


5-foot  4-inclies  Tall 


Loafers 


Die 


a satire  by  mickij  ellis 


I GUESS  I’d  better  mention  first  that 
I’m  not  very  bright.  I mean,  it’s 
something  I have  to  admit  everv  now 
and  then  to  myself,  but  somehow  1 
hate  to  have  to  put  it  in  print.  It’s  tlie 
only  thing,  though,  that  could  ever 
excuse  w'hat  I’ve  done— taking  French 
107,  that  is. 

Actually,  I came  into  the  class  a 
little  late  in  the  semester,  having  spent 
the  first  three  periods  in  a German 
class  until  it  dawned  on  me  that  I was 
getting  considerably  little  from  the  lec- 
tures—even  less  than  usual.  Eveutually, 
with  directions  from  three  freshmen 
and  a couple  of  janitors,  I found  Dr. 
Fall’s  class. 

Though  in  all  fairness,  I suppose  I 
should  really  blame  mv  advisor.  He’s 
a good  natured  sort,  always  willing  to 
humor  my  every  childish  caprice.  He 
invariably  allows  me  to  take  the 
courses  I choose,  so  now  that  I am  in 
m\’  first  semester  of  mv  senior  year,  I 
find  that  I have  a scholastic  back- 
ground rich  in  the  fields  of  swimming, 
landscape  painting,  modern  dance, 
and  beekeeping.  If  only  I weren’t 
majoring  in  English  ....  Anvway, 
when  I suggested  taking  this  course  in 
“20th  Centurv  French  Literature,”  he 
emitted  his  usual  indulgent  chuckle, 
and  absently  signed  the  course  card. 

So  the  day  I located  the  French  107 
class,  I entered  the  room  with  my  cus- 
tomarv  burst  of  fresh  voung  enthusi- 
asm, and  sat  with  notebook  open  and 
pen  clutched  in  my  hot  little  fist,  eager 
to  take  notes.  And  then  Dr.  Falls  be- 
gan to  lecture.  Well,  I thought  I must 
have  stumbled  into  an  advanced 
course  in  Euphonies  of  the  Outer 
Mongolian  Language,  because  I could- 
n’t understand  a word.  I would  have 
left  immediatelv  but,  not  wishing  to 
seem  rude,  I decided  to  stav  until  the 
period  was  over.  I was  sitting  there, 
happilv  plaiting  and  unplaiting  the 
fringes  on  mv  wool  scarf,  when  sud- 


denly, with  uncanny  perceptiveness,  it 
occurred  to  me  that  he  was  lecturing 
in  French. 

This  dreadful  realization  stunned 
me  beyond  all  description.  What  was 
I to  do?  1 recoiled  from  the  mere  idea 
of  dropping  the  course.  After  all,  had 
I ever  failed  to  meet  a challenge? 
Hadn’t  I gone  into  my  course  in  bee- 
keeping utterly  unversed  in  the  raising 
of  bees,  and  hadn’t  I emerged,  secure 
ill  my  ability  to  maintain  a hive  of  bees 
anvtime  the  whimsy  struck  me?  Could 
I,  then,  shrink  from  such  a compara- 
tively small  challenge  as  learning  the 
French  language?  No!  I decided,  strik- 
ing m\'  fist  emphatically  upon  the 
desk,  causing  Dr.  Falls  to  falter  uncer- 
tainly in  his  lecture.  No,  I would  fight! 

The  whole  thing  was,  it  did  not  get 
any  better  at  all.  Oh,  I would  pretend 
to  take  notes  occasionally  to  encourage 
Dr.  Falls— and  it  was  a good  time  in 
which  to  write  a shopping  list— but  the 
truth  was  that  everv  dav  after  class  I 
would  lurk  outside  waiting  for  the 
other  five  students  to  come  out  and  ask 
them  feverishlv  if  a test  or  an  exam 
had  been  mentioned  and  what  in  the 
world  the  next  assignment  was.  Fi- 
nallv,  Dr.  Falls  caught  me  at  that,  so 
from  then  on  whenever  he  made  an 
assignment,  he  would  repeat  it  in 
English  for  me. 


I HONESTLY  was  trying,  though.  I 
sjient  more  time  reading  and  studv- 
ing  my  French  than  all  mv  other  sub- 
jects combined.  I would  wander  dis- 
tractedly around  campus  muttering 
French  phrases  to  myself,  arousing 
cold  stares  from  people.  At  one  point, 
I was  convinced  that  I was  learning 
something,  for  now  those  rare,  fleeting 
moments  when  I understood  a word  or 
two  in  the  lecture  were  occurring  once 
or  twice  a week. 

On  those  days,  my  whole  world 
would  become  considerably  brighter. 
“II  y a I’espece,”  I would  repeat  hap- 
pily to  myself,  thinking  it  meant, 
“There  is  hope.”  (I  found  out  later 
I’espece  meant  “ready  cash”;  I’espoir 
mean  “hope.”)  Dr.  Falls  could  alwavs 
tell  when  I had  understood  a phrase, 
for  mv  usual  searching,  fevered,  almost 
desperate  look  would  relax  into  a joy- 
ous, humbly  grateful  look,  often  ac- 
companied bv  tears  of  relief.  He  would 
even  pronounce  the  word  again  for 
me,  to  prolong  mv  moment  of 
happiness. 

But,  alas,  this  comparatively  restful 
state  of  affairs  did  not  continue.  All 
too  soon  we  finished  studying  “La 
Poesie”  and  launched  into  “Le  Thea- 
tre.” The  first  lecture  on  the  plays,  I 
received  a jolt  which  my  psychiatrists 
will  undoubtedly  consider  the  major 
traumatic  experience  of  my  young  life. 
Dr.  Falls  asked  me  a question!  In 
French!  I sat  rigid  and  petrified,  while 
he  repeated  and  rephrased  the  (jues- 
tion  until  finally  he  used  words  which 
gave  me  an  inkling  of  what  he  was 
driving  at.  But  of  course  I couldn’t 
answer  him.  There  were  derisive  titters 
from  the  other  students,  and  an  omi- 
nous clearing  of  the  throat  from  Dr. 
Falls,  while  I hvsterically  shredded 
scraps  of  paper  and  remained  silent. 
Finallv,  he  went  on  with  the  lecture. 
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and  I huddled  down  in  my  seat, 
shoulders  hunched  from  the  obvious 
disdain  of  mv  classmates. 

It  was  after  that  episode,  if  1 re- 
member correctly,  that  Dr.  Falls  tact- 
fully suggested  to  me  (in  English) 
that  I might  enjoy  visiting  his  Saturday 
morning  sessions  for  retarded  French 
students.  Not  that  he  called  it  that, 
being  a kind  man,  but  as  it  turned  out, 
I was  the  only  person  there  from  his 
advanced  or  even  intermediate  classes 
—all  the  rest  were  from  French  1 and 
2.  He  would  dictate  little  passages  in 
French  and  have  someone  write  them 
on  the  blackboard.  All  the  beginning 
French  students  were  doing  marvel- 
ouslv.  And  then  it  was  my  turn.  With 
mv  usual  poise  and  composure,  I stum- 
bled over  a chair  getting  up  to  the 
board.  Dr.  Falls  turned  to  the  very 
first  lesson  in  a simplified  French  1 
book  and  dictated  very  slowly  to  me. 
Due  to  these  concessions,  I was  able 
to  write  almost  as  manv  correct  words 
as  incorrect  words  upon  the  board.  So 
with  renewed  hope  I continued  my 
regular  French  classes. 

Then  the  terrible  day  came  when 
Dr.  Falls  announced  our  first  exam  (to 
be  written  in  French,  of  course) . From 
then  until  the  day  of  doom  I studied 
French  with  new  vengeance— at  meals, 
on  dates,  brushing  my  teeth— always  I 
was  studying  French.  For  me,  the 
problem  was  not  to  learn  the  material 
on  which  we  were  to  be  tested,  but 
merely  to  learn  enough  of  the  language 
to  be  able  to  express  myself.  I learned 
to  mv  anguish,  however,  that  it  is  im- 
possible to  describe  the  symbolism  of 
the  earlv  20th  centurv  poets  with  the 
French  words  for  “tree,”  “grand- 
mother,” and  “cat.” 

Thus  I did  miserably  on  my  first 
exam.  And  mv  second.  And  my  third. 

I began  studying  for  our  final  exam 
weeks  before  the  happy  event.  “ ‘D’  or 
die”  became  my  motto.  Haggard  and 
emaciated,  I would  sit  through  my 
other  classes— bloodshot  eyes  glowing 
from  the  depths  of  greying  eyesockets, 
mv  skin  a pastv  palor,  my  hands  shak- 
ing spasticallv,  while  my  left  cheek 
tried  to  restrain  its  newlv-developed 
nervous  twitch.  W'hen  I wasn’t  in 
classes,  I literallv  lived  in  my  French- 
English  dictionarv.  No  longer  was  I 
the  rosv-complected,  laughing  young 
thing  of  mv  carefree  vouth.  I resem- 
bled, rather,  a victim  of  the  Chinese 
Rot. 

But  the  dav  of  the  exam  finallv 


came,  \^’ith  the  help  of  sturdv  friends 
and  No-Doz,  I made  it  to  class.  1 
waited,  hiccuping  neiwously  to  myself, 
for  the  exam  to  be  passed  out.  I poured 
over  it,  racking  my  brain  for  words, 
until  Dr.  Falls  informed  me  kindlv 
that  his  wife  would  be  waiting  dinner 
for  him,  so  would  I mind  turning  in 
mv  paper.  Sorrowfullv,  I thrust  mv 
mangled  blue  book  upon  his  desk  and 
staggered  from  the  room,  sobbing 
wildly. 

The  davs  that  followed  while  I 
waited  for  mv  grade  were  more  horri- 
ble than  anvthing  I could  possible  de- 
scribe. One  gloomy  day,  my  mother 
summoned  me  from  our  dusk\'  garrett 
where  I had  emmersed  myself  in  Poe 
and  Charles  Addains  cartoons,  reading 


them  by  the  glow  of  a solitarx'  candle, 
and  informed  that  my  grades  had 
arrived. 

^^’ith  my  last  ounce  of  depleted 
energv,  I ripped  open  the  enx'elope, 
and  what  to  mv  wondering  eyes  should 
appear,  than  the  beautiful,  heavenlv 
statement,  “French  107— ‘D’.” 

Numh  with  relief,  I traced  over  the 
words  unbelievinglv  for  hours.  \Miat 
jov!  \\’hat  ineffable  bliss!  \\’ith  such  a 
magnificent  reward  for  my  efforts, 
what  care  I that,  having  flunked  the 
rest  of  m\"  subjects  miserably,  I am 
now  selling  pencils  on  the  corner  of 
College  Avenue  and  Route  # 1 from 
nine  to  five— at  least  I can  say  “Merci” 
to  mv  customers. 

THE  END 


“F  resh!” 


A patient  in  an  insane  asylum  was 
trying  to  convince  an  attendant  that 
he  was  Napoleon. 

“But  who  told  you  that  you  were 
Napoleon?”  inquired  the  attendant. 

“God  did,”  came  the  reply. 

“I  did  not,”  came  a voice  from  the 
next  bunk. 


“I  want  to  do  something  big— some- 
thing clean.” 

“Why  don’t  vou  wash  an  elephant?” 


A young  fellow  once  took  his  daintv 
grandmother  to  see  the  road  show  tour 
of  “Tobacco  Road.”  After  the  first  two 
profane  acts,  the  little  old  ladv  was 
groping  under  her  seat. 

“What’s  the  matter.  Grandma?” 
asked  the  bov. 

“Oh,  she  said,  “I’ve  lost  mv  goddam 
program.” 


A Mankind  freshman  was  forced  to 
go  to  the  Gampus  Police  Station  and 
when  asked  his  name,  replied  that  it 
was  Smith. 

“Give  me  your  real  name,”  he  was 
ordered. 

“Well,”  said  the  applicant,  “put  me 
down  as  William  Shakespeare.” 

“That’s  better,”  the  sergeant  told 
him.  “You  can’t  fool  me  with  that 
Smith  stuff.” 


o o o 


“judi,  tell  the  young  man  to  turn 
the  lights  back  on,  ’ yelled  father  from 
upstairs. 

“But  we  haven’t  turned  the  lights 
off.” 

“I  thought  I heard  the  light  button 
snap.” 

“No,  father,  that  wasn’t  the  light 
button.” 


“Are  you  positive  the  defendant  was 
drunk?”  asked  the  Judge. 

“Well,”  replied  the  officer,  “I  saw 
him  put  a penny  in  the  patrol  box  on 
Elm  Street,  then  look  up  at  the  clock 
on  Harkness  Tower  and  shout,  ‘God, 
I’ve  lost  fourteen  pounds’.” 


Sitting  in  class  on  Saturday  morning 
recently  were  three  night  owds  in  tux 
and  tails.  The  professor,  a rather  nar- 
row-minded individual,  viewed  the 
group  scornfully  and  commented;  “I 
would  rather  commit  adulten’  than 
attend  class  in  evening  clothes.” 

From  the  back  of  the  room  a muffled 
voice  replied;  “Hell,  who  wouldn’t.” 


“Announcing  Captain  Holt  of  the  Mounted  Police.” 
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MY  ACHIEVEMENT 


a satire  by  jack  gable 


Things  were  buzzing  in  the  Botany 
Building  at  State  University  and  it 
wasn’t  a swarm  of  bees  conducting  a 
time-honored  pollinating  chore.  The 
reason  for  the  seldom-displayed  excite- 
ment was  that  Dr.  Percy  Bloom,  the 
poet  laureate  of  botany,  was  returning 
from  a six-month  field  trip  to  the  Dal- 
matian Coast  in  search  of  vegere  tur- 
gere  pedimculus  or,  more  simply, 
Gypsy  Weed.  The  question  hanging 
from  each  leaf  on  each  stem  was, 
“What  did  the  trip  yield?” 

Moments  after  the  good  doctor’s  re- 
turn the  plants  and  professors  ( the 
latter  of  which  is  distinguished  by  a 
peculiar  lack  of  chlorophyll)  had  liter- 
ally wilted  with  disappointment.  All 
Dr.  Bloom  had  to  show  for  the  com- 
bined efforts  of  the  Botany  Depart- 
ment was  the  address  of  a gypsy  pen- 
pal which  he  offered  hopefully  in 
substitution. 

Some  days  later,  J.  Harrington  Han- 
nibal, IV,  the  Baltimore  bounder  and 
campus  ne’er-do-well,  was  on  his  wav 
to  Math  OO.  Suddenly,  the  unsuspect- 
ing lad  tripped  over  something  truly 
fantastic— Dr.  Percy  Bloom.  Throat 
clearing  and  apologies  followed,  and 
then,  recognition. 

“Great  gobs  of  guttation!  Mr.  Han- 
nibal. I haven’t  seen  von  since  ...” 
“Since  von  gave  me  that  average- 
crippling “F”  in  botany  last  semester,” 
said  Hannibal. 

“But,  m\'  dear  boy,  your  lab  work 
was  quite  inadequate,  your  lecture  at- 
tendance nil,  and  your  attitude  left 
much  to  be  desired.  You  do  under- 
stand, don’t  you?”  pleaded  Dr.  Bloom, 
the  chlorophyll  coloring  his  cheeks. 

“Yeah,  I understand.  No  hard  feel- 
in’s.  As  a matter  of  fact,  just  the  other 
day  I bought  a little  plant  at  the  5 and 


10.  Maybe  you  could  give  me  a couple 
of  tips  on  care,”  said  Hannibal. 

“Well,  now  ...”  said  Bloom,  chuck- 
ling and  regaining  his  normal  pallor. 
“That  would  be  a pleasure.  By  the 
way,  what  kind  of  plant  is  it?” 

“That’s  somethin’  else  I gotta  know,” 
said  Haimibal,  “it  didn’t  have  no  name 
on  it.  There  was  a whole  rack  of  differ- 
ent plants  for  twenty-nine  cents  each.” 
“Well,  I’ll  be  in  my  office  tomorrow 
morning  from  8 until  10  if  von  would 
care  to  drop  by  with  the  plant.  Glad 
to  see  that  you  have  a renewed  inter- 


est. Good  day.” 

“Neat,”  said  Hannibal.  And  they 
went  stumbling  off  in  opposite  direc- 
tions. 

That  evening  Hannibal  bent  over 
his  desk  to  the  best  of  his  ability 
readied  the  plant  for  inspection.  Noth- 
ing must  go  wrong  in  the  morning. 
Obviously,  here  was  a prince  among 
plants.  He  dusted  it,  sprayed  it  with 
underann  deodorant,  and  probed  into 
its  dry  soil  with  a Q-Tip.  Before  going 
to  bed,  he  told  the  plant  of  its  merit, 
stroked  it,  and  kissed  it  goodnight. 


Morning  came  as  (quickly  as  Han- 
nibal had  hoped.  He  was  eager  to  get 
to  the  Botany  building  to  do  great 
things  for  his  plant.  As  a physical  edu- 
cation major,  he  donned  his  sweat  suit 
—“Be  Prepared”  is  not  a motto  re- 
stricted to  the  Bov  Scouts  of  America— 
and  downed  two  donuts  with  coffee. 
Hannibal  placed  the  plant  in  a bag  and 
left  for  Dr.  Bloom’s  office  whistling 
snatches  from  In  a Mountain  Greenery. 


QUARTER  of  ail  lioui'  later  he  stood 
at  the  moss  covered  portal  of 
Bloom’s  office.  Hannibal  noted  with 
satisfaction  that  the  moss  had  formed 
on  the  north  side  of  the  door.  At  the 
same  time,  he  realized  that  everything 
in  the  office  contained  moss  on  its 
northern  exposure,  even  Bloom’s  head. 

“Hi  Dr.  Bloom!  It’s  me.  I brought 
my  plant,”  said  Hannibal. 

“Ah  yes,”  sighed  the  doctor.  “Gome 
in,  come  in.” 

“I  have  the  plant  here  in  this  bag,” 
said  Hannibal  in  a confidential  tone. 

“\’erv  well,  let’s  have  a look  at  it,” 
said  Bloom,  coming  fonvard  in  his 
swivel  chair. 

“O.K.  Here  it  is  . . . now  what  I 
want  to  know  first  is  about  this  dirt  I 
have  it  in.  Should  it  ...  Is  there  some- 
thing wrong?”  asked  Hannibal.  His 
glance  traveled  from  the  doctor  to  the 
plant  and  back  again. 

“Leaping  leucoplasts!”  exclaimed 
Bloom.  “It’s  vegere  tnrgere  pedun- 
cuhts!” 

“It’s  what?”  said  Hannibal.  He 
clutched  the  plant  to  him  as  Bloom 
reached  for  it,  babbling  somewhat 
incoherently. 

(continued  on  page  22) 
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L E D O 

RESTAURANT 

AMERICAN  AND  ITALIAN  FOOD 

PIZZA  BAKED  TO  ORDER 

ALL  FOOD  BOXED  TO  ORDER 
2420  University  Boulevard 

HA.  2 8622 
HA.  2-8122 


FAREWELL 

a short-short  story 
by  michael  saltz 


\Y'e  cater  to  the  Colleg'tenne 
in  the 

COLLEGIENNE  SHOP 

fourth  floor 

to  the  college  man  in  the 

MEN'S  SHOPS 

first  and  third  floors 

HUTZLER’S 

CjJo/NO/> 


The  Nicholas  Reiter  Co. 

MARYLAND'S  OLDEST  WHOLESALE 
INSTITUTIONAL  GROCERS 

FEATURING 
QUALITY  FOODS 

2649  Mathews  Street 
Baltimore  18,  Md. 

CHesapeake  3-4409 


HANNES 

FORMAL  WEAR 

RENTALS  AND  SALES 

TUXEDOS 

8229  GEORGIA  AVENUE 
JU.  9-0505  and  9-0502 
SILVER  SPRING,  MD. 
"Across  From  Roth's  Theatre" 


SILENCE.  Quiet.  Ihe  world  is  empt\ 
and  still.  I am  alone.  There  is  noth- 
ing left  of  my  world;  it  has  dis- 
appeared. 

t he  road  around  the  lake  is  harelv 
visible  in  the  cold  light  of  a full  moon. 
There  is  no  sound  e.xcept  for  m\'  foot- 
steps. It  is  the  calm  before  a storm. 
There  is  tension  in  the  air.  I am  alone. 
I have  said  mv  farewells  . . . 

“So  now  yonie  a big  college  man. 
W’hat  do  you  think  about  it?” 

“Boy  you’re  lucky,”  my  friend  savs 
envvinglv.  “I  wish  1 were  going.” 

“I  wouldn’t  worrv  about  it.  You’ve 
only  got  a year  of  school  left.” 

“When  will  I see  yon  again?” 
“Maybe  when  I get  back  to  New 
York  for  Christmas  I’ll  come  up  to 
Copake  and  go  hunting  w'ith  von  for  a 
couple  of  days!” 

“Okay.  That  will  be  swell.  Yon  go- 
ing now?” 

“Yeah.  I’ll  see  you  in  a couple  of 
months.”  I am  leaving  mv  friends  . . . 

The  road  is  still  cpiiet.  The  stars 
seem  far  away  and  cold.  The  feel  of 
the  ring  on  my  finger  is  uncomfort- 
able . . . 

The  dance  would  have  been  fun  if 
it  had  been  any  other  night.  We 
laughed,  talked,  and  danced,  but  it 
was  all  false.  We  both  knew  what 
would  happen.  She  had  looked  beau- 
tiful that  night.  We  finallv  left.  Neither 
of  us  said  a word  on  the  way  home.  I 
turned  the  car  into  her  driveway  and 
stopped.  FinalK'— 

“Mike  . . . ” ' 

“Yes,  I know.” 

“Of  course.  It’s  always  easier  to  be 
cold,  reasonable  and  logical.  There  are 
no  emotional  conflicts  that  wav.  Yon 
want  to  give  me  mv  ring  back.” 


“It’s  the  only  thing  to  do.” 

“We’ve  been  over  this  lots  of  times. 
You’re  right.”  She  took  it  off  the  chain 
on  her  neck  and  gave  it  to  me. 

“Mike,  you  will  write  to  me,  won’t 
von?” 

I kissed  her.  It  was  wonderful.  It 
was  terrible.  She  broke  away  from  me, 
pushed  open  the  car  door  and  ran  to 
her  house.  The  door  slammed.  I drove 
home  . . . 

O O <» 

It  is  still  dark.  It  is  still  silent.  I am 
still  walking.  Soon  the  dawn  of  mv 
new  life  will  come  up  over  the  horizon. 
Mv  life  will  be  different.  Mv  friends 
will  be  different.  I can  onlv  hope. 
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AGING  OF  A FRESHMAN 


CLASSES 


DRINKING 


DATING 


/ 


? ? 9 

• • • 

How  much  do  you  know  about  the 
University  of  Maryland?  FoUowmg  is 
a set  of  (juestions  desigi^ed  to  deter- 
mine your  cainpus  I.Q.  (answers  on 
page  23). 


RATINGS 


10 Freshman 

13 Sophomore 

15 Jvmior 

18 Senior 

20  - . Genius 


1.  What  is  the  name  of  tlie  Univer- 
sitv  mascot  who  resides  at  the  en- 
trance to  Byrd  Stadium? 

Meyer 

Tortoise 

Geary 

Testudo 

Diamondback 

2.  Mdiat  is  the  name  of  the  new 
journalism  building? 

Biggest  rest  room  on  campus 
Heinly  Hall 

New  journalism  building 
Tammany  Hall 

3.  General  Lafayette  once  spent  the 
night  in: 

The  Alpha  Xi  Delta  House 
Rossborough  Inn 
The  Little  Tavern 
Garoline  Hall 

4.  What  is  the  inscription  on  the  left- 
front  of  the  new  library'? 

“Get  outta  my  face.” 

“In  books  lies  the  soul  of  the 
whole  past  time.” 

“Don’t  count  your  chickens  be- 
fore they’re  hatched.” 

“Books  are  knowledge.” 

5.  What  is  the  ‘BLB’? 

Broads  Love  Beer 

A book  of  history  readings  and 

documents 

Big  long  bar 

6.  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma  is: 

A Greek  phrase  meaning 
“Abandon  hope  all  ye  who 
enter  here.” 

A sorority 

An  engineering  honorary 
disease 

A charitable  institution 


7.  Pan-Hel  is  another  name  for: 

Dante’s  Inferno 
Inter-sorority  council 
Hvattsville  Bridge  Glub 
Gollege  Inn 

8.  Who  is  ‘Annie  A’? 

Polly  Adler’s  sister 
A girl’s  dorm 

A stripper  at  Jimmy  Gomber’s 

9.  What  is  the  name  of  the  building 
directly  between  Svmons  Hall  and 
and  H.  J.  Patterson? 

Robert  Hall 
Holzapfel  Hall 
Morrill  Hall 
Harmony  Hall 
Town  Hall 

10.  The  Dean  of  Men  is: 

Zal 

Geary  Eppley 
Herbie  Kaye 
Fats  Domino 
Leon  P.  Smith 

11.  What  sorority  is  furthest  from 
campus? 

Phi  Sigma  Sigma 
The  House  of  Bernarda  Alba 
The  Toddle  House 
Alpha  Gamma  Delta 

12.  Who  is  the  president  of  the  senior 
class? 

Stan  Getz 

Sydney  Greenstreet 
Bill  Johnstone 
Silvester  Hall 

13.  What  is  ‘No  Shave  Week’? 

The  end  of  Yom  Kippur 
Exam  week 
Gampus  contest 


14.  What  is  the  inscription  on  the 
front  of  Queen  Anne’s  Hall? 

“Bird  Lives.” 

“Queen  Anne’s  Hall” 

“Hey,  get  your  cold  beer.” 

15.  What  is  a ‘gigif  ? 

A Navaho  chant 
A Friday  afternoon  orgy 
An  English  I textbook 

16.  What  is  the  significance  of  a coed 
getting  ‘pinned’? 

She  loses  a wrestling  match 
A mishap  at  the  bowling  alley 
Pledges  her  undying  love  to  a 
‘big  eunuch  on  campus.’ 

17.  The  SGA  holds  its  meetings  in: 

The  Tick  Tock 
The  Student  Phrion 
The  Ledo 
The  Wind  Tunnel 

18.  A popular  piece  of  apparel  among 
coeds  this  year  is: 

A mask 
A chastiW  belt 

Blue  tennis  shoes  and  black 
eyed  peas 

19.  Male  students  wear  khaki  pants: 

Because  the  Tri-Delts  say  so 
To  keep  their  shirt  tails  in 
Because  of  durability  and  dry 
cleaning  expense 

20.  The  Angel  Flight  is: 

Kappa  Alpha  Theta 
The  Gattle  Judging  Team 
Goed  AFROTG  representatives 
The  Beltsville  trolley 
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Mike  Malice  Interview 


a satire  by 
dick  standridge 


The  Old  Line  considers  itself  fortu- 
nate to  have  obtained  the  following 
transcript  of  the  historical  Mike  Malice 
Interview  with  Dr.  Norman  Vincent 
Putts.  We  believe  that  tve  are  the  first 
college  magazine  to  reprint  the  tran- 
script of  that  histonj-making  interview. 


MM:  Your  name? 

Nvp;  Putts.  Dr.  Norman  Vincent  Putts. 

MM:  In  your  own  words,  Dr.  Putts, 
tell  me  exactly  what  vou  do. 

NVP:  Do  I have  to? 

MM:  It  would  be  nice. 

NVP:  Well,  Mike,  I’m  in  the  religion 
racket.  Worked  my  wav  right  up  to 
the  top,  I might  add.  When  I shoul- 
dered Bishop  Keen  out,  the  inspira- 
tion market  was  mine.  Keen  was 
tough  for  a while,  but  those  long 
funny  robes  and  beanies  he  wore 
ruined  his  business. 

MM:  Why  is  that.  Dr.  Putts? 

NVP:  Quite  obvious,  my  boy.  He  did- 
n’t appeal  to  the  business  market. 
You  know,  the  Elks,  Lions,  Rotarv 
Club.  The  boys  like  to  get  their  in- 
spiration from  a regular  kind  of  guv. 
Nice  pinstripe  business  suit.  Hand- 
painted  tie.  He  couldn’t  dress  the 
part.  Besides,  those  weird  eves  of 
his  were  beginning  to  bug  everv- 
bodv. 

mm:  I have  here  before  me.  Dr.  Putts, 
an  article  written  for  Confidential  bv 
your  elderlv  mother.  In  it  she  ac- 
cuses vou  of  being  a dangerous  h\  p- 
ocrite.  Can  vou  comment  on  this? 

NVP:  Did  Mother  say  that? 

mm:  That,  and  more.  She  goes  on  to 
say  that  while  in  grammar  school 
you  were  expelled  for  muscling  in 


on  the  principal’s  cribsheet  conces- 
sion. And  bv  the  time  vou  reached 
high  school  you  had  a controling  in- 
terest in  a nationwide  svndicate  of 
gvpsie  tealeaf  readers.  Don’t  vou 
feel  vou  shoidd  answer  these 
charges? 

NVP:  I’m  taking  the  fifth.  Can  I call 
mv  lawyer?  I need  advice. 

MM:  For  manv  years  now',  you  have 
been  giving  advice  to  millions  of 
people.  What  are  vour  qualifications? 

NVP:  Next  question. 

mm:  Can’t  you  give  us  just  one  little 
old  qualification? 

nvp:  Mike,  You’re  a sick,  spiritualK 
dving  man.  You  need  help. 

MM:  What  has  mv  health  got  to  do 
with  vour  (qualifications? 

N\  P:  Only  a sick,  sqiirituallv  dving 
man  would  ask  a question  like  that. 

MM:  But  that’s  the  bit  on  this  show, 
doc.  We  ask  real  embarrasing  ques- 
tions and  vou’re  siqqiosed  to  wiggle 
out  of  them,  see?  You’ve  got  to  be 
noncommittal  and  vague. 

NVP:  Sure.  I’ve  become  famous  bv  be- 
ing noncommittal  and  vague.  You 
might  even  sav  that  I’m  the  world’s 
leading  authoritv  on  deceqition.  Like 
when  the  creeqis  write  to  me  with 
their  qiroblems.  Bov!  Do  I have  a 
ball  writing  back!  Don’t  give  ’em 
nothing,  that’s  mv  motto. 


mm:  Can  you  name  one  instance 
where  your  advice  has  helqied  au)’- 
one? 

nvp:  You’re  .sick,  Mike,  real  sick.  Look 
at  me.  What  you  see  is  the  kindliest, 
most  insqiiring  sjiirit  of  the  age. 
Look  at  these  saintly  hands,  Mike. 
These  hands  have  forged  the  an- 
swers to  the  qiroblems  of  a sick 
world. 

MM:  Ugh!  They’re  all  scarred  and 
bloodv. 

NVP:  Opening  Chinese  fortune  cookies 
isn’t  child’s  qilay,  fella!  I shuck  five 
or  six  bushels  a day. 

MM:  You  get  all  that  advice  of  yours 
from  fortune  cookies? 

NVP:  Well  no.  I’ve  got  a recij^rocal 
agreement  with  Dorothy  Kix  and 
Keen.  And  there’s  alwavs  the  scale 
at  Woolworths. 

MM:  Excuse  me.  Friends,  smoke  a 
Philiqo  Moish.  Probablv  the  best  na- 
tural smoke  vou  ever  smoked.  Now, 
Dr.  Putts  . . . 

NVP:  Where  in  hell  are  you?  The 
joints  all  foggy. 

MM:  Please  do  not  knock  the  sqionsors 
qoroduct.  Dr.  Putts. 

NVP:  This,  for  your  show  Malice!  How 
vou  exqiect  somebody  to  think  j-)osi- 
tivelv  with  all  that  muck  blowing 
around? 

mm:  Please,  Dr.  Putts,  we’re  on  T\’. 
There  are  millions  of  qieojile  looking 
in. 

nvp:  There  are?  You  mean  that  I’ve 
got  complete  saturation  of  T\’-land. 
that  I’ve  got  religionland  at  my  hot 
little  fingertips  . . . out  of  my  way. 
Malice.  Roll  in  that  pulpit,  boys.  Set 
UJ-)  those  potted  palms.  I’m  about  to 
bathe  the  great  unwashed  in  the 
healing  waters  of  mv  chanu. 

MM:  Get  that  maniac  out  of  here! 
He’ll  blow  our  Hooper  to  hell. 

N\P:  Friends,  sit  back,  and  relax. 
What  vou  see  in  mv  hand  is  a cod>' 
of  Putts  on  Positive  Thinking.  If  vou 
are  not  now  thinking  positivelv— 
and  so  few  of  vou  are— send  me  five 
dollars. 

mm:  You  can’t  sell  vour  product  on 
mv  show! 

NVP:  So  who’s  selling  goods  already? 
Let  me  repeat,  mv  little  .sheep  out 
(continued  on  page  24) 
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LEAVES 


(continued  from  page  6) 


pieces  to  start.”  He  fumbled  through 
his  pockets.  “Where  is  that  penknife? 
Must  have  lost  it  when  I fell.  Ah!  car 
keys.”  The  wood  was  rotten,  and  it 
broke  off  easily  under  the  pressure  of 
the  key.  Soon  there  were  enough  pieces 
to  start  the  fire.  He  piled  them  care- 
fully in  the  fonn  of  a pyramid.  Light- 
ing a match,  he  placed  it  far  beneath 
the  pile.  His  hand  slipped.  The  pyra- 
mid fell.  The  match  died.  Once  more 
the  sticks  were  arranged.  Clenching 
one  hand,  and  then  the  other  in  his 
mouth,  he  pulled  off  the  flimsy,  yet 
restrictive  gloves.  He  lit  another  match 
and  held  it  against  a piece  of  wood 
underneath  the  pyramid.  It  went  out. 
He  tried  another  and  still  another  with 
the  same  result.  There  were  only  a few 
matches  left.  George  sat  up,  staring 


your  Balfour  man 


HERB  BROWN 

406  WEST  SARATOGA  STREET 
BALTIMORE,  MD.  LE.  9-4066 

Fraternity  and  Sorority 
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Favors  Trophies  ☆ Mugs 
Stationery  ■5!^  Knitwear 
Fraternity  and  Sorority  Badges 


straight  ahead.  A man  of  manv  tri- 
umphs, defeated  now  by  a trick  of 
nature.  He  could  hardly  believe  what 
was  happening  to  him.  Reaching  out, 
he  grabbed  the  sticks  and  began  to 
build  another  pyramid.  He  stopped. 
“W'et!”  He  sat  back  again— his  mind 
darting  frantically.  “My  shirt,  that  will 
burn.”  In  a few  seconds  he  had  it  off 
and  was  tearing  at  it.  Then  he  was 
ready  to  try  again.  On  top  of  the 
shredded  cloth  he  placed  the  damp 
shavings.  He  must  not  fail  anv  more. 
George  wrapped  the  overcoat  around 
him,  and  bent  toward  the  promising 
stack.  Carefully,  methodicallv,  his 
cupped  hands  moved  toward  the  torn 
cloth.  He  would  have  struck  the  match 
but  something  caught  his  eve.  A light 
moved  slowly  across  the  wall  before 
him.  “A  truck!  Whv  didn’t  I hear  it?” 
Snatching  up  his  coat,  he  spun  around, 
and  began  running.  “Thank  God!  A 
truck!”  There  were  just  a few  hundred 
vards  between  him  and  the  road.  The 
truck  was  moving  along  steadilv.  The 
driver  was  careful  to  maintain  a con- 
stant speed  to  keep  from  sliding. 
George  altered  his  course.  It  was  ap- 
parent to  him  that  he  would  miss  it  if 
he  continued  to  run  directlv  toward 
the  road.  He  was  now  nmning  at  an 
obli(]ue  angle  with  the  highwav.  “Can’t 
miss  now.  Ha!  01’  George  isn’t  done 
yet.”  But  could  he  do  it?  The  gap  be- 
tween them  was  closing,  but  George 
was  at  a decided  disadvantage.  Occa- 
sionallv,  in  his  pursuit  he  would  trip  or 
slide.  The  wind  rose  and  subsided  at 
irregular  intervals.  The  truck  was  close 
now,  within  earshot.  Its  chains  made  a 
rhvthmical  thumping  sound.  Its  lights 


searched  on  down  the  road.  Now  was 
his  chance.  George  waved  his  arms 
and  screamed  madly. 

Inside  the  cab,  the  driver  fought 
with  sleep.  It  had  been  a long  day, 
and  his  destination  was  getting  close. 
His  heavy  body  leaned  forward  against 
the  wheel.  On  his  lips  was  a simple, 
nonsensical  tune.  He  dreamed  hazilv 
of  the  bed  that  awaited  him.  The 
monotony  of  his  task  brought  about  an 
eager  impatience. 

George  was  hysterical.  In  one  last 
drive  he  leaped  across  the  snow.  He 
screamed.  It  was  passing.  He  was  lost. 
His  strength  spent,  he  tumbled  head- 
long into  the  snow.  Overcome  with 
anguish,  he  lay  there  sobbing.  “Our 
father  which  art  . . . Oh  God!” 

Hands  at  his  sides,  George  began 
walking  in  a haphazard  fashion.  His 
bodv  was  numb. 

Movement  was  a supreme  effort. 
“Yes,  why  not  rest  a moment.  It  won’t 
hurt  to  lie  down  for  a minute.  Besides, 
this  is  comfortable.”  He  wanted  to 
keep  going,  but  he  was  verv  tired.  All 
of  the  others  had  failed  him.  He  had 
worked  hard  all  of  his  life  and  had 
never  taken  much  time  off.  Why  not 
take  a few  minutes  now?  The  thought 
of  sleep  did  not  frighten  George  anv- 
more.  It  tempted  him.  He  knew,  at 
last,  that  there  would  be  no  cars.  Sup- 
pose there  were:  What  difference  did 
it  make  to  him. 

The  morning  sun  revealed  the  de- 
parture of  more  leaves  from  the  tree. 
And  vet  there  were  a few  still  holding 
on.  Soon  there  would  be  buds  of  new 
ones  to  replace  them. 

THE  END 
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ENGINEERS 

AND 

SCIENTISTS 


choose  from  21  laboratories 


and  1^6  plants 


in  13  states 


CALIFORNIA 

Electronic  Countermeasures; 
Microwave  Physics;  Microwave 
Tubes;  Reconnaissance  Systems; 
Television  Picture  Tubes 

CONNECTICUT 

Electronic  Parts 

IOWA 

Receiving  Tubes 

KENTUCKY 

Photographic  Lighting 

MAINE 

Lighting  Coils  & Starters 

MASSACHUSETTS 

Avionics;  Electronic  Systems 
Applied  Research;  Fluorescent 
Lamps;  Incandescent  Lamps; 
Lighting  Engineering;  Missile 
Systems;  Semiconductors;  Spe- 
cial Lighting  Products;  Special 
Tubes;  Specialized  Transformers 

MICHIGAN 

Argus  Cameras; 

Photographic  Equipment 

NEW  HAMPSHIRE 

Transistors  & Other 
Semiconductor  Devices 

NEW  YORK 

Basic  Research  in  Chemistry, 
Metallurgy,  Physics;  Electronic 
Systems;  Radio,  Television;  Spe- 
cial Tubes;  Television  Picture 
Tubes 

OHIO 

Electronic  Parts;  Television 
Picture  Tubes 


At  Sylvania  a man  may  choose  from  67  plants  and  laboratories  doing 
research,  development  and  production  throughout  the  broad  spectrum 
of  activities  in  the  electrical-electronics  industry. 

Graduates  will  find  tough,  but  challenging,  problems  waiting  for 
them  in  these  laboratories  and  plants.  (We  make  no  bones  about  the 
difficulty  of  the  work  — it  will  tax  your  every  skill.)  But  hard  work  has 
many  compensations  at  Sylvania  — where  75%  of  the  facilities  have 
been  completed  in  the  last  6 years  — where  equipment  is  the  latest  — 
where  your  associates  are  men  of  stature  and  reputation  — and  above 
all,  where  the  atmosphere  is  one  of  freedom  and  accomplishment. 

And,  at  Sylvania,  personal  recognition  and  reward  are  realities.  In 
simple  words,  a Sylvania  man  goes  as  far  as  his  own  abilities  take  him 
in:  Electrical  Engineering  (Radio-Electronics-Communications-Illum- 
ination) — Mechanical  Engineering  — Chemical  Engineering  — Chem- 
istry ( Physical-Analy  tical-Inorganic ) — Metallurgy  — Metallurgical 
Engineering — Physics  — Industrial  Engineering  — Mathematics  — Cer- 
amics— Ceramic  Engineering  — Glass  Technology. 


OKLAHOMA 

Receiving  Tubes 

PENNSYLVANIA 

Chemicals;  Electronic  Equip- 
ment & Parts;  Incandescent 
Lamps;  Metals,  including  Ger- 
, manium,  Silicon;  Photographic 
I Lighting;  Plastics  & Mica;  Re- 
ceiving Tubes;  Special  Tubes; 
Wire  & Plating 

WEST  VIRGINIA 

Lighting  Fixtures 


Salaries  are  excellent,  and  comprehensive  benefits  include  educational 
assistance  plans.  To  learn  more  about  these  nationwide  opportunities, 
see  your  college  placement  officer,  or  write  us  for  a copy  of  “Today  & 
Tomorrow  with  Sylvania.” 


W SYLVANIA  W 

SYLVANIA  ELECTRIC  PRODUCTS  INC. 

1740  BROADWAY,  NEW  YORK  19.  NEW  YORK 


LIGHTING  • TE  L E V I S I O N - R A D I O 


PHOTOGRAPHY  • ATOMIC  ENERGY 


• EL  E CT  R O N 1 CS 
C H E M O - M ETALLU  RGV 


HOW  GREEN 


LOCAL  & LONG  DISTANCE 
MOVING 


Call  King  8-6400 

PAXTON  VAN  LINES,  INC. 

327  NORTH  FAIRFAX  AVENUE 
ALEXANDRIA,  VIRGINIA 


STUDENT  SUPPLY 
STORE 

"ON  THE  CAMPUS" 

SCHOOL  SUPPLIES  • RECORDS 
JEWELRY  • SPORTS  WEAR 
GIFTS  • STATIONERY  • BOOKS 
ART  AND  DRAFTING  SUPPLIES 


(continued  from  page  15) 


“It’s  vegere  turgere  peduncuhis!”  he  repeated.  “The 
Gypsy  Weed!  The  object  of  a six-month  search.  Where  did 
you  get  it?”  he  pleaded. 

“I  told  you  I got  it  at  the  5 and  10.” 

“Were  there  any  others,  boy?  Think!” 

“No.  This  was  the  only  one  like  it.  That’s  why  I got  it.” 
“.Mv  boy,  you  don’t  know  what  a great  moment  this  is 
for  an  old  botanist.  You  have  made  a genuine  contribution 
to  the  world  of  botany  in  coming  here  with  this  obscure 
plant  this  morning.” 

Doctor  Bloom’s  colleagues,  who  had  gathered  in  the 
office  at  the  mere  mention  of  vegere  turgere  pedunculus, 
were  quick  to  agree.  Together  they  urged  Hannibal  to  leave 
the  plant  in  their  hands  for  studv.  Yes,  rest  assured,  the 
very  finest  of  care  would  be  afforded  the  astounding  little 
plant— incubator,  a botanical  equivalent  of  wet-nursing, 
controlled  temperature,  special  container,  leaf  and  stem 
massage  . . . 

« « « 

Three  months  later,  J.  Harrington  Hannibal,  IV,  Balti- 
more bounder  and  campus  ne’er-do-well,  was  guest  of 
honor  at  the  International  Congress  of  Botanists  at  Stock- 
holm. Close  bv  were  the  moss-covered  figureheads  of  State 
Universitv  Botanv  Department,  smiling  parental-pride-type 
smiles.  Young  Hannibal  was  lauded  and  applauded  in  a 
dozen  languages.  And  upon  that  once  insignificant  wretch, 
who  failed  Botanv  I with  unparalleled  zeal,  was  conferred 
an  honorarv  doctorate  in  botany. 

As  with  all  such  occasions,  an  acceptance  speech  was  to 
be  made.  The  botanical  banter  in  the  great  hall  subsided 
as  the  recipient  glided  to  the  microphone.  For  the  first  time 
in  his  life,  Hannibal  approached  eloquence,  tact,  diplomacy. 
He  began  his  speech  by  expressing  a new-found  admiration 
and  respect  for  botanists— eveiywhere. 

( Applause. ) The  importance  of  botanists,  their  efforts,  and 
subsequent  accomplishments  were  to  be  held  in  only  the 
very  highest  of  esteem.  In  particular,  he  wished  to  credit 
and  thank  Dr.  Percy  Bloom  of  the  United  States  for  being 
instrumental  in  his  achieving  the  honor.  (Whistling,  foot- 
stomping,  cheering,  shouting  and  confetti  throwing  in  the 
form  of  shredded  programs  greeted  this  show  of  modestv. ) 
Moss-covered  hats  of  all  sizes  and  shapes  went  into  the  air 
when  he  announced  his  intention  of  majoring  in  botanv 
rather  than  the  phvsical  education  course  he  had  entered 
hlindlv  in  a thoughtless  moment. 

|.  Harrington  Hannibal,  Rk  Baltimore  bounder  and 
campus  ne’er-do-well,  surveyed  his  audience  through  mistv 
eyes.  The  speech  was  taking  its  toll.  Sniveling  botanists 
dabbed  at  their  eves  with  sodden  handkerchiefs.  “So  in 
closing,  I wish  to  leave  vou  eminent  gentlemen  and  scholars 
with  one  thought:  Old  botanists  never  die;  thev  just  go  to 
seed.” 

THE  END 
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ANSWERS  TO  CAMPUS  QUIZ 

1.  Testudo 

2.  New  Journalism  Building 

3.  He  stopped  off  at  the  Little  Tavern  and  then  went  on 
to  the  ‘Oasis’  in  Baltimore. 

4.  “In  books  lies  the  soul  of  the  whole  past  time.” 

5.  A book  of  history  readings  and  documents. 

6.  A sorority  house  and  home  of  the  cheering  scpiad. 

7.  Inter-sorority  council  and  leaders  of  men. 

8.  A girl’s  dorm 

9.  Holzapfel  Hall 

10.  Geary  Epplev 

11.  Phi  Sigma  Sigma 

12.  Bill  Johnstone 

13.  Campus  contest 

14.  “Queen  Anne’s  Hall,”  home  of  the  brave. 

15.  A Friday  afternoon  orgy,  devoted  to  degeneration. 

16.  Pledges  her  undying  love  to  a ‘big  eunuch  on  campus.’ 

17.  The  Student  Union,  house  of  ill  repute. 

18.  Blue  tennis  shoes  and  black  eyed  peas 

19.  Because  the  Tri-Delts  say  so. 

20.  Coed  AFROTC  representatives  (harem  with  wings). 


BtUi  Mo^  . . . 

Mark  Anthony  made  two  famous  speeches.  One  was  at 
Caesar’s  grave  when  he  said,  “I  come  t(j  bury  Caesar,  not 
to  praise  him.”  The  other  was  at  (ileopatra’s  tent  at  mid- 
night. 

“I  didn’t  come  here  to  talk,”  he  said. 

« O O 

She  laughed  when  I sat  down  to  play.  How  did  I know 
she  was  ticklish? 

O O O 

Psychologist:  “I  suppose  you  and  vom  husband  worry  a 
lot  because  you  haven’t  any  children.” 

Shy  Bride:  “Oh,  yes,  we’ve  spent  many  a sleepless  night 
over  it.” 


A rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss.  But  it  gets  damn  smooth. 


Those  who  think  our  jokes  are  rubbish 
Would  quickly  change  their  views 
If  they’d  compare  the  ones  we  publish 
With  the  ones  we  cannot  use. 


« a « 

“Has  your  son’s  college  education  proved  helpful  since 
you’ve  taken  him  into  the  firm?” 

“Oh  yes,  evervtime  we  have  a conference  we  let  him  mix 
the  drinks.” 


a o a 


He:  “Have  you  a room  and  bath  for  my  wife  and  me?” 
Hotel  Clerk:  “All  we  have  left  is  a room  \vith  a double 
bed.” 

He:  “Will  that  be  all  right  with  you  dearest?” 

She:  “Yes,  mister.” 


a a a 


A girl  married  William  so  she’d  have  a Wall  of  her  own. 
Then  there  was  another  girl  who  married  Richard. 


a a a 


The  locale  was  a nudist  colony.  The  bov  and  girl  were 
strolling  through  the  woods.  Shyly  his  words  reached  her 
blushing  ears: 

“Don’t  look  now  but  I think  I’m  falling  in  love  with  you.” 


a 


Two  shapely  stenographers  were  standing  on  a crowded 
subway.  One  asked  the  other:  “That  man  behind  me— is  he 
good  looking?” 

“Well,”  was  the  answer,  “he’s  young.” 

The  first  girl  nodded.  “That  I know.” 


a 


Sentry:  Halt!  W’ho  goes  there? 

\’oice:  You  wouldn’t  recognize  me  anyway.  I’m  new 
here. 
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INTERVIEW 

(co)itinued  from  page  19) 

there  in  videolancl,  Just  one  half  a 
sawbuck  .... 

MM:  Look  outside  of  the  studio! 
Thousands  of  inidwesterners  are 
storming  the  joint.  Look,  they’re 
waving  palm  leaves  and  screaming 


TRY  OUR  . . . 
Famous 
Hamburgers 
And 

Coffee 
BUY  THEM 
BY  THE  BAG 

Terps  Find  Things 
COPACETIC 
at 

LITTLE  TAVERN 

7413  Baltimore  Boulevard 
College  Park,  Maryland 

OPEN  ANYTIME-NIGHT  AND  DAY 


for  copies  of  Putts  on  Positive 
Thinking! 

NVP:  Well,  what  are  vou  sitting  there 
for!  Grab  a stack  of  mv  books  and 
get  out  there  and  sell,  sell,  sell. 
We’ll  be  rich!  No  more  positive 
thinking  — nightclubs,  broads,  the 
chachacha  .... 

MM;  Okay  boss.  I’m  on  my  wav!  Let 
me  at  those  creeps.  Get  your  Putts 
hot  off  the  press!! 

nvp:  Well,  folks,  that  concludes  the 
Nor?nan  Vincent  Putts  Interview  for 
tonight.  Gostarring  with  me  was 
Mike  Malice.  And  remember, 
friends,  whenever  you  have  a prob- 
lem just  call  on  me.  You  can  find  me 
in  my  counting  house.  We’re  run- 
ning a special  on  fortune  cookies 
and  tealeaves  this  week,  so  bring 
money.  Get  your  Ptitts  on  Positive 
Thinking  sent  in  a plain  brown 
wrapper,  G.  O.  D. 

(The  transcript  ends  here.  The  FCC 
suspended  the  operating  license  of  the 
Fang  Television  Network.  The  Justice 
Department  served  a cease  and  desist 
order  to  the  makers  of  Philip  Moish. 
Mike  Malice  is  in  Leavenworth  where 
we  hear  he  is  doing  well  with  the  Putts 
on  Positive  Thinking  conce.s.sion . Putts 
him.seif,  is  .still  at  large  and  considered 
dangerous.) 

HOLLYWOOD 

(continued  from  page  4) 

ing  on  the  rocks.  Tab  Casmopipolis, 
filmland’s  only  working  eunuch,  has 
split  with  his  wife  Tetrazina,  both 
charging  mental  ‘cruelty’  in  the  divorce 


proceedings.  Meanwhile,  Tab  has  been 
seen  around  town  with  Aunt  Jemima, 
of  pancake  fame,  and  ex-wife  of  Ghef 
Boyardee  Jr.,  son  of  the  spaghetti  mag- 
nate. To  complicate  matters,  the  Ghef 
has  eyes  for  Tetrazina,  who  has  a big 
thing  going  for  Abdullah  McSeigal,  a 
Zen  Bhuddist  who  works  out  of  a tent 
in  Beverly  Hills. 

Abdullah’s  brother,  producer  Stud 
McSeigal,  was  in  town  last  weekend  to 
sign  Anita  Ekberg  for  the  lead  in  his 
upcoming  “Eleanor  Roosevelt  Storv.” 

Mike  Todd’s  upcoming  epic,  “Big,” 
promises  to  surpass  “Giant,”  “Rain- 
tree  Gounty,  ” “Around  the  World  in 
80  Ways,”  and  all  the  others  in  length 
and  production  expense.  Its  running 
time  will  be  one  month,  two  weeks, 
and  three  days  and  the  film  will  be 
projected  on  the  side  of  the  Grand 
Ganyon.  Todd  has  rented  New  York 
Gity  for  his  opening  night  party.  He 
has  excavated  the  Ganyon  all  the  way 
back  into  Mexico  and  there  has  been 
a clamor  for  all  the  seats  in  northern 
Arizona.  Todd  expects  to  sell  out  the 
whole  state  and  the  balcony  in  Mexico 
before  premiere  time. 

Hollywood  theater  owners  report  a 
decline  in  popcorn  sales  and  a corres- 
ponding increase  in  sales  of  the  new 
rage,  hot,  buttered  Miltown. 

That’s  about  all  the  dirt  for  now. 
Remember  to  see  at  least  two  movies 
a week  and  to  tune  in  my  TV  show 
everv'  night.  Bve  now! 


A sweet  old  lady,  always  eager  to 
help  the  needy,  spied  a particularh" 
sad-looking  old  man  standing  on  a 
street  corner.  She  walked  over  to  him, 
pressed  a dollar  bill  into  his  hand,  and 
said,  “Chin  up.” 

The  next  dav,  on  the  same  corner, 
the  sad  old  man  shuffled  over  to  the 
sweet  old  ladv  and  slipped  ten  dollars 
into  her  hand. 

“Nice  pickin’,”  he  said  in  a low 
voice.  “Paid  nine  to  one.” 

« O O 

Mrs.  Vanderdam  was  giving  a bridge 
party  when  the  patter  of  tiny  feet  was 
heard  from  the  head  of  the  stairs. 

“Hush,”  she  said  softly,  “the  children 
are  going  to  give  their  good-night  mes- 
sage. It  always  gives  me  such  a senti- 
mental feeling  to  hear  them.” 

There  was  a moment  of  expectant 
silence;  then  shrilly,  “Mammy!  Percy 
found  a bedbug!” 


PHOTOENGRAVERS 

• fine  platemaking 

• complete  art  dept. 

• overnight  service 

for  prompt  efficient 
mobile  telephone  pickup 
and  delivery  service.  . . 


JUniper  7~8211 

REX  ENGRAVING  CO.,  INC. 

8045  NEWELL  STREET,  SILVER  SPRING,  MD. 
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Chemical  progress  is  autoclaves,  test  tubes,  distillation  towers 
. . . hydrocarbons,  heterocyclic  compounds  . . . processes, 
polymerizations,  products. 

But  mostly,  chemical  progress  is  thinking  . . . men  think- 
ing. Little  men,  big  men,  medium  size  men  ...  in  lab  coats, 
business  suits,  overalls  ...  all  of  them,  always,  thinking. 

Thinking  up  new  products  . . . new  ways  to  make  chem- 
icals and  new  ways  to  use  them.  Thinking  up  more  comfort, 
more  convenience,  better  health,  for  everyone. 

Always,  the  old  things  have  to  be  improved,  and  the  new 


things  have  to  be  proved.  It  takes  more  thinking.  The  think- 
ing never  stops.  And  so  chemical  progress  never  stops.  It’s 
that  way  at  Koppers. 

You  can  be  one  of  these  men,  think- 
ing. You  can  create  some  of  the  chem- 
ical progress  that’s  made  at  Koppers. 

The  products  are  many  . . . the  oppor- 
tunities myriad.  Consider  a career 
with  Koppers;  send  the  coupon  today. 


KOPPERS 

CHEMICALS 


Koppers  Company,  Inc. 

Industrial  Relations  Manager 
Dept.  C-127,  Koppers  Building 
Pittsburgh  19,  Pennsylvania 

Please  send  the  24-page  brochure  entitled  "Your  Career  at  Koppers.' 

Name — 

School 

Address 

City 
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WINSTON 
TASTES  GOOD! 


UKEA 

CIGARETTE 

SHOULD! 
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Winston 
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\buVe  on  the  right  track- 
when  you  switch  to  WINSTON 

Wherever  you  meet  people,  you  meet  Winston! 
This  rich  blend  of  bright,  clear  tobacco  gives  you 
mellow  flavor  you  can  enjoy.  And  you’ll  enjoy  Amer- 
ica’s favorite  Alter,  too!  The  pure,  snow-white 
Alter  in  the  smart,  cork-smooth  tip  is  exclusive 
with  Winston.  Now  is  the  time  for  you  to  switch 
to  America’s  favorite  filter  cigarette— Winston ! 


Now  available 
in  crush-proof  box,  too! 
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Smoke  WINSTON  Americas  best-selling,  best-tasting  filter  cigarette  I 


